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Author's Notes: 
Pure silliness. A crack fic, | guess you'd say. Based on a doll of himself that Jerry received at a show and a 
Spock doll Greg bought at a gas station. 


After their stop at the gas station, Greg bounced back up the steps on the bus before anyone else. He noticed 
the Jerry doll sitting on the table. Jerry had probably meant to put it in his road case and forgot. Greg swiped 
it and ditched both dolls in his bunk, under his pillow. He shared that in common with Jerry, come to find out. 
That silly desire to buy the weirdest shit he could find while they were out on the road. It was a way to have 
a laugh, no doubt, but for Greg, it was also a way to mark a moment in time. That Spock doll might end up 
packed away in a box under his bed or tossed in a drawer somewhere but he looked forward to the moment in 
the future when he unearthed it again and the memories of this tour came flooding back. Because this tour 
was one to remember. It had been a long time since Greg felt so much joy over racking up the miles and 
putting on shows for people. This, he thought, is the reason he wanted to do this all his life. These shows are 
what its all about. 


He sat down at the table and scrolled through his phone, drinking a Red Bull, while he waited for everyone else. 
Once their journey to Berlin was underway, one by one they all retired to their bunks or to the back lounge. 


The only one that remained was Gil, who sat across from Greg, looking at his phone. 

"Think I'm gonna try to get some sleep." 

Gil squinted at Greg over the top of his phone. 

"What?" 

"You're gonna try to get some sleep? It's only like two o'clock" 

"Soe" 

"Mr. Ain't-going-down-til-the-sun-comes-up." 

‘lm tired and | should ..you know, rest my voice or something." 

Gil quirked an eyebrow. 

"Fuck off," Greg laughed as he scooted across the bench seat and stood up. 

Greg chose the top bunk and ignored Gil's question about how he was gonna get into a bunk taller than he was. 
He would put his foot on the edge of the middle bunk, where George was, and swing himself up. Greg pointed 
out that he could do that better than anyone else on the bus, except maybe Lola They were finding out there 
was nothing she couldn't do. 

He climbed into his bunk and slid the curtain across. He took his boots off and then wiggled out of his pants, 
shoving them to the foot of his bunk to join other miscellaneous laundry. He made a mental note to gather it 
all up and send it to laundry when they got to the hotel. If he was lucky, Jerry would remind him. Jerry was 
good with stuff like that. He always remembered to get his laundry done. Greg wondered if he could just throw 
his stuff in with Jerry's and then giggled to himself, imagining Jerry trying to put his shorts on. 

Greg rolled over on his stomach and reached under the pillow for the dolls. He pulled them out, one in each 
hand and then stuffed the pillow under his chest. Pointing them toward each other, he whispered, "Jerry, meet 
Spock. Spock, meet the legendary Jerry Cantrell." 

In an elegant, somewhat clipped voice, "How do you do, Mr. Cantrell." 

"Ay, what's going on, Spock," he did his best Jerry voice, soft and low. 


"This is a very peculiar pod you've put me in Have you captured me?" 


"Nah, man. You're our guest of honor, Mr. Spock." 


Greg turned Spock to and fro, making him look around. "This doesn't seem like honorable quarters." 
"That's probably Greg's dirty laundry you smell." 

Greg spoke up, "Hey, now. Not cool. | said Id get it washed when we get to the hotel." 
"What is the name of this craft?" 

"Name? Greg, does the bus have a name?" 

‘lve been calling her Beulah." 

"Beulah? What does it mean?" 

"| don't know. She's big. Big Beulah.” 

"I see," Spock murmured and looked around again. "What is your mission?” 

"To melt the faces off of all the people that come to see us." 

"Melt faces off?!" Spock turned dramatically to face Jerry. 


"Wait a minute, wait a minute, Spock. Jerry doesn't mean that literally. We play music and sometimes its really 


loud and heavy." 
"Music? | see. | like music." 


"Cool," Jerry's voice dropped to an unexpected purr. He sidled up to Spock and leaned in. "What kind of music do 
you like, Spocky?" 


Spock turned foward Jerry, leaning in a bit himself. "The loud and heavy kind" 

"Perfect," Jerry whispered and kissed Spock on the lips. 

And just like that, they were horizontal on the mattress, grinding together and moaning softly. 
The curtain was snapped open and the flash of a phone blinded Greg when he turned 

"What the fuck are you doing in here?" Gil laughed as he took more photos. 

"Nothing! Get out!" Greg screeched. 


"Are you you playing with dolls? And, holy shit, are they humping?" 


"Get out!" Greg tried to pull the curtain closed again. 


Gil stopped him. "Dude. | knew you weren't going to sleep but damn, that is some fucked up shit. I'm totally 
posting this." 


Greg smirked. "Send it to me. I'll post it myself" 
"You're bluffing!" 


"Vulcans never bluff." 


